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TWO SONNETS FOR PICTURES OF OUR LADY. 

I. 

For the Madonna of the Magnificat, by Sandro Botti- 
celli. 

Circled with solemn angels see her there, 

Mother of God, with the incarnate Word 

Throned in her virgin bosom and adored 
Of earth and heaven ; and she, all unaware 
Of that bright crown the bending angels bear 

Above her weary head, with sweet accord 

Writing, "my soul doth magnify the Lord 
And Holy shall His name be everywhere." 

Behold how sad she is, and in her eyes \ 

Infinite sorrow, infinite despair. 

Not her own mother's grief it is that lies J 

Upon her soul, a weary weight of care, J 

Not pity of self, but the blind, yearning cry | 

Of the world's hopeless, helpless misery. J 
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II. 

r 

For the Madonna of the Star, by Fra Angelico. 

As when the night is deepest, and the far 
Forgotten day is very vague and vain, 
Anano man knows if dawn may come again, 

Until the day-star rise, oracular : 

So, in the night, God sent thee to unbar 
The doors of day and bring the glorious reign 
Of thy dear Son, O Mother without stain, 

Thou star-crowned Queen of Heaven, thou Morning Star. 

O Mary Mother, help my halting faith, 

The night is round me and I cannot see; 
The stars are hidden by the world's dead breath, 

Be thou my star and let me follow thee 
Through this dim valley of the shadow of death 

Into the sunlight of God's Majesty. 

Ralph Adams Cram. 
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